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something on the slaves, the capitaine sent a band of
them to give us music at dinner where we lodged. I
was amazed to contemplate how these miserable caitiffs
lie in their galley crowded together; yet there was hardly
one but had some occupation, by which, as leisure and
calms permitted, they got some little money, insomuch
as some of them have, after many years of cruel servi-
tude, been able to purchase their liberty. The rising-
forward and falling-back at their oar, is a miserable
spectacle, and the noise of their chains, with the roaring
of the beaten waters, has something of strange and fear-
ful in it to one unaccustomed to it. They are ruled and
chastised by strokes on their backs and soles of their
feet, on the least disorder, and without the least humanity,
yet are they cheerful and full of knavery.

After dinner, we saw the church of St. Victoire, where
is that saint's head in a shrine of silver, which weighs
600 pounds. Thence to Notre Dame, exceedingly
well built, which is the cathedral. Thence to the Duke
of Guise's Palace, the Palace of Justice, and the Maison
du Roi; but nothing is more strange than the great
number of slaves working in the streets, and carrying
burdens, with their confused noises, and jingling of
their huge chains. The chief trade of the town is in
silks and drugs out of Africa, Syria, and Egypt, and
Barbary horses, which are brought hither in great
numbers. The town is governed by four captains, has
three consuls, and 'one assessor, three judges royal; the
merchants have a judge for ordinary causes. Here we
bought umbrellas against the heats, and consulted of our
journey to Cannes by land, for fear of the Picaroon
Turks, who make prize of any small vessels about these
parts; we not finding a galley bound for Genoa, whither
we were designed.

gth October, 1644. We took mules, passing the first
night very late in sight of St. Baume, and the solitary
grot where they affirmed Mary Magdalen did her pen-
ance. The next day, we lay at Perigueux, a city built
on an old foundation; witness the ruins of a most stately
amphitheatre, which I went out to design, being about a
fiight-shot from the town; they call it now the Rolsies,
There is also a strong tower near the town, called
the Visone, but the town and city are at some distanceter bestowingdiction. It is wellith fair trees. In fine, this stately, clean,to a vineyard, which
